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  Prologue




  Bonds are very delicate relationships, akin to objects dangling loosely on a rope, ready to fall at any moment. They’re supported by trust and held by compassion. They grow slowly with patience. They’re fragile, like thin layers of glass. They’re unbreakable but bendable, like a plastic objects.




  An outsider would never understand why, always asking for the how. I suppose that I am an outsider. I could never place my trust in others. I can never share the weight rested upon my shoulders. I can only carry and allow myself to tumble with each step. I could never bring myself to reveal even a portion of truth about me. I could only allow them to point their fingers in haste towards my directions, stating the lies and disregarding possibilities.




  I was hopelessly engulfed in my own world; my own perpetual abyss. I had already gotten used to it here as well as the loneliness that accompanied it. I enjoyed the tranquility within the silence and the feeling of reaching out to the unknown. Though I didn’t know why I was in here, I felt as if I was waiting for something, expecting something that I might not want to expect.




  I assumed that everything will fall into place. Pieces will line themselves up and stack themselves into a masterpiece, waiting to be analyzed and used as a key for a question waiting to be solved. But answers are never easy to find if you don’t know where to look. We have to solve for an answer without a key. All is well, I suppose, if you were to listen to what shouldn’t be heard.




  Now maybe I’m going off on a little tangent, jumbling up the pieces of a puzzle that is easily solved and turning it into something significantly more complicated. I wouldn’t know. In the end, I’m still chained down by the mysterious enigma that I embody. I don’t know what I want or where I want to be. I’m merely wasting my time wandering about in my thoughts as my companions slowly lose their faith in me.




  All I can do is stand here and watch as these people pile themselves in front of me, risking their lives for someone who is not worth a ounce of their blood.




  I can only agree that I’m cruel. That’s all there is to it. That’s all that I can say.




  Stage 1




  I sat out there, cuddling myself in the icy cold wind during the middle of winter. It has been quite a while since I’ve allowed myself to immerse with nature. The wind is hasty today, moving quickly into the unknown as it leaves me with nothing but whispers of its travels. It brushes itself against the trees as a sign of its final departure, leaving their traces behind.




  I was isolated again. I had recently lost a friend that I held dear to me, but it wasn’t as if I had tried to prevent it. There was a part of me that had wanted to reach out to her, but, I figured, people wouldn’t leave you unless they wanted to. You don’t gain anything from chasing after someone who wishes to leave.




  There wasn’t anyone else that I had. I was never the type to easily befriend someone. People leave, I learned, and that was the reason why I had never bothered to attach myself with others. I knew the pain was too great as well as the loneliness that accompanied it. Nevertheless, I was not worried. I did not spend my night weeping for the loss of a person who would abandon me for someone else. Instead, I felt relieved by the fact that I no longer have the need to worry for anyone but myself. I had never really enjoyed these bonds with people. I felt that life was simpler when all you needed to rely on was yourself.




  I felt calm, peaceful more or less. The night was still too young for me to neglect for an insignificant matter like this one, so I blurred away my thoughts and sat here on the concrete floor in my backyard, listening to the chirping of crickets.




  “You cold?” My mother asked as she walked out to greet me.




  “No, I’m good,” I responded calmly. I like the wind and the coldness that accompanied the wind. Though I would usually prefer heat, I was able to think clearly and calmly on nights like these.




  My mother had grabbed a thin blanket for me before she came out, but she had now ended up using it for herself as she sat out there next to me. There wasn't much to say about my mother. Our relationship was well established, no arguments or disagreements. Nevertheless, our conversations were short, comprising mainly in a few short phrases. Regardless, I felt that it was enough. We conveyed ourselves through our actions much less than our words. That was the connection we had, however delicate it may be.




  “How was school?” She asked.




  “It was alright,” I said as my usual response to questions like these.




  “Did you have fun?”




  “I guess.”




  Our questions and answers moved back and forth for awhile and, by now, the both of us had become sleepy as the night grew older. I don’t remember what exactly happened after that. Once I had closed my eyes, my body grew numb as I drowsed into a deep sleep and I felt the warmth of a blanket draped over me, sheltering a part of my body from the wind.




  Mother woke me up the next day with a light tap on my shoulder. The smell of lightly burnt toast with a side of eggs and bacon as well as the aroma of caramel coffee made my stomach churn in hunger and my mouth water. I became incredibly hungry and dressed myself in haste in order to savor my breakfast before leaving for school.




  With the light of the day, I had barely noticed that my mother had gotten herself a haircut. It was much shorter now, extending to only the tip of her shoulders. Her bangs, however, remained uncut, but, since it was as long as her hair, it was practically unnoticeable. I thought that it matched well with her oval face compared to her long hair before, especially now that it was dyed light brown.




  We were both off in our little worlds. She was washing the dishes before they accumulated in the sink while I was savoring my meal after each bite. I didn’t have a father, or, rather, he was never here. I wouldn’t consider him a father. He would come and visit us a few times a year, never staying more than a few days. He would never send mail or postcards and the only time he would call us was to notify us of his visit.




  “I’m heading off,” I said suddenly, taking a last sip of my coffee. I tossed my backpack over my shoulder and walked out the door.




  “Have fun,” she said before I closed the door.




  Without a response, I smiled back at her and left the house as she waved goodbye. I took my usual stroll to school, walking on the same route that I have been since the year had started. The street was normally empty since it was a farther route to school, but I didn’t mind taking the time to spend my mornings in peaceful silence. There was no noise around here except for the chirping of morning birds and the flapping of wings from their departure.




  In a quick moment, I beheld an avian creature that was unlike any that I have seen before. Its wings were of amber red and it gave off an expression of superiority as it soared effortlessly through the morning sky. On the tip of each feather contained an obscure blackish hue that blended together as if a shadow was attached to its body, while its slender tail waved with the breeze of the wind, painting the air with an intensity of sweet serenity. I stared at it in awe as it flew away from the corners of my eye. It was beautiful, mystifying, and breathtaking. I wanted to see it again; to be able to touch its seemingly soft feathers and claim one for my own as a mean of remembrance.
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